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WHEEL AND WOE AT DOUGLAS. 

“ Poor Pa’s gigantic wheel will, I am afraid, never attain the success he anticipates ; in fact, there are heaps of people who declare that the whole concern 
is nothing but @ gigantic fraud. Isle of Man people are especially embittered against it. They assert that never before has their island home been desecrated 
by the presence of such an ungainly and idiotic device. Poor Mamma, who was the first and only victim, is now little else than a mass of bruises, and if she 
dies, Dad will undoubtedly be charged with wilful murder. Serve him right to. His conduct is simply disgraceful.’’—TootsiE. 


TOUCHING RESIGNATION. A SHAM DETECTIVE. 


“ THE prison bell told seven o'clock, 
The morn was cold and pail : 
A gallant warder turned the key 
hat hopened Swansea Jail ; 
And out there cum a miskrint Wile, 
The Ero hof my tail.” 


This, one of a number of verses by ‘“Pleaseman X.” of 
Cheltenham, refers to John Morgan, whose trial for assault, 
robbery, forgery and perjury, came on at Shrewsbury 
Assizes on March 4th, 1865, 

Mr. Charles Ashworth of Fairfield, near Manchester, 
being on his way to pay a visit at Stanley Hall, near 
Bridgenorth, slept, on December 27th, 1864, at the Raven 
Hotel at Shrewsbury, and was at breakfast in the coffee- 
room next morning, when a stranger came in and asked him 
if his name was not George Thompson. He replied that it 
was not, and told the intruder who he was, where he came 
from, and where he was going. His explanations, however, 
had no effect. The other, saying he was a detective, pro- 
duced a paper, which, he said, was a warrant for his appre- 
hension for a robbery committed at an hotel at Carmarthen. 

Mr. Ashworth, pecame indigmant told Bn had fade 
h istak 5 i ling that i 
The Doctor, Your wite may live to a green old age, Mr. Jorkins, but—prepare Jorkins (after a decent interval for refreshme—we mean emotion). Well, well, a mistake, and ordered him out of the room, adding 
Tourvel e ot give way. The test troubles are often blessings in disguis.. he were not a detective he would throw him out of the 

If for a shock—she will never, I fear, regain the power of speech. doctor, I 7 aad ten ire perce that he looks at least ten vas, peace window. On this. Morgan, the so-called detective, fetched 


ae a mite a ocom 
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in a policeman, who was waiting outside, and they requested him 
to accompany them to his bedroom, where Morgan produced @ 
kev, which, to the gentleman's astonishment. opened his port- 
manteau. He was then told to show what ke had in his pockets. 
He refused; but the constable advised him to do so, or he woul 

be senrched. He then took out of his pockets all he had, including 
aring, a purse containing €8 17s. 6/.and a farthing. Morgan took 
possession of all this, and Mr, Ashworth was then taken ina cab 
to the police station, and. subsequently before the magistrates, 
remanded till next day, and not allowed to communicate with his 
friends, and for a night languished in durance vile. Next day 
Morgan disappeared with the money and ring. He was, however, 
captured, and it cine out at the trial that Morgan, on the 27th, 
made his appearanceat Shrewsbury, and going to the police station 
represented that he had a warrant for one John Thompron, issuec 
by a Carmarthen magistrate. He read a description of the accused 
which was proved to exactly correspond with a description of 
Mr. Ashworth. He also produced a key which, he said, would open 
the thief's portmanteau, and described a ring and a farthing as 
among the things stolen, 

The trial cansed great excitement. Morgan's portrait was 
exhibited in the shop windows and hawked about the streets, and 
the court was crowded to suffocation, 

In his cross-examination, Mr. Ashworth said “It was not true 
that the ring had been given him by a very beautiful young lady, 
ora lady atall, The ring was purchased—he would not say with 
his own money-—but no lady had anything to do with it. He was 
net aware that the gift had been the subject of envy on the part of 
his friends. He believel the prisoner was the only person who 
ever coveted it. As to the farthing, he fonnd that on the beach 
at Brighton, and had kept it on account of a little circumstance 
connected with it.” The prisoner's counsel suggested “that, in fact, 
a lady was at the bottom of all this. That certain gentlemen of 
roperty had entered into an honourable rivalry for the hand of a 
fady—that the ludy had preferred Mr. Ashworth, and that the ring 
was the symbol of that preference. They had, therefore, by hook 
or by crook, to obtain possession of it, and that the prisoner had 
been engaged to carry out the plot.” 

The Carmarthen magistrate proved that he had never issued a 
warrant for the apprehension of George Thompson, and that it was 
really an®old Brecon warrant only altered to Carmarthen at the 
head but not at the foot. 

Proof was also given that Morgan had never been in the Car. 
marthen police force, but had been in Swansea gaol up to the 27th 
of December for six months. The jury at once found him guilty, 
and he was sentenced to seven vears’ penal servitude. 

Altogether a curious case if there be no fuller account of it than 
that from which we write down these details. 


(Next week, The Night Watchman at Sadler's Wells Theatre.”) 


Bax GARDNIN". 
Either Billum the Blud Stane or me or the gurl nex dore must 
quitt this wurld. 
We av settel it ad better be the gurl and ar on the jobb. 
(Nex weak, More blud.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


es 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted. Do uot inclose loose stamps. 
Not at all, ANOTHER FELLOW; We are always glad to hear. 
Yea, we fancy, H. F. Witmot, Lt was early in the war. Try 
again, then, C. H. DEsTOR ; Jt aell nerer dota fail, Yea, we know 
you can, ATTENTION, Any time before the sale, Once or tiice, 
that's all, A VAGRANT. Net tx SLOPER, LAURENCE DEE. 
Many thanks Jor letter, TouRist; We should like tu come and 
ae. 
——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 16. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps vr P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosqnes and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 


——_+ 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will he paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to mect 
with hisor her death in-a Railway Accident to tie Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United’ Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a@ copy of the current iaaue of “ ALLY SLOPER'® HALF- 
Howinay” be found upon the Deecaxed at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY Stoper's HALY-Houipay” is published throughout the 
United Ningdom ecery Wedncaday morning at 9 velock, and the 
dusnrance lasts one week tron that time, expiring at 9 clock the 
Jollowing Wednesday morning. 


——+——_—— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


=o 
Ocerhvard on tie Clift, 

Firat Fair Chorister, What's the matter, dear?—you're looking 
quite upset. 

Sceoud Fair Chorister, Upset? T should think Twas! I wore 
ove of my old stage costumes for batiing to-day, and they've had 
the audacity to tell me if I do ic again I shall be taken up for 
being improperly attired. aay 

s 


Jemson, How are Mr. and Mrs. Nagly getting on now? 
Jamson, Vetter, L think. Anyhow. | noticed this morning that 
the old man had taken the wool out of his cars, 
7. * 
* 
WITH so-catled cures for the want of sleep, 
The medienl journals wre laden still— 
Eating raw onions: counting sheep: 
Pretending you're perched on a Jofty hill: 
Anda thousand more. But they're tried in vain— 
There is only exe cure for insomnia’s pain. 
‘Take » volume of Browning's Poems to bed, 
And you'll sleep like a top ere a page you've read! 
s¢ 


‘rirnd, How is it. De Boozer, that you have such a persistent 
chronic thirst on you? 

De Boozer, VV tell you how it is. You sce, when I first came 
into Fleet Street some years ago, 1 was taught to receive all the 
yarns and thundering lies which fellows told cum grano salis, and 
I've heard such an awful lot in my time that the ealt has taken 
eho on my coustitution, Thanks, 1 don't mind if Ido, A bitter, 
please. 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
Bo. 592.—The “Dawlish Bathing” Costume. 


Mary Anne. You-love me still ? 
course, denr, 
(After @ pause.) What bave yvu 


Her Sweetheart. Ot 
gut for supper ? 


“Dil 
simply 
gether. 


Zo . 


“ia: 


you marry Miss Methuselah 
for her wealth?” “Not alto- 
Partly ov account ot ber age.” 


Evhel. Do you bathe every day ? 
diuse, No, ouly when there are pleuty of meu about. 


No, 13.—Marshall. 
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THE “GREAT WHEEL” HAT 
FOR EARL’S COURT 


| Saturday, August 31, 12¢5, 


Overheard at a Picture Shop at tne East-end of London 
Prospective Customer, What! fifty shillings f i g 
eclter ketch 2?) Why such a price is atee or that little Water. 
Dealer, Ah! sir, but you must remember how scarce wate; ; 
down here now, and them things must be painted with clean wt, ts 


s 
“Anp why,” asked the Irreprexsible One, meditative 
lapped his boose, “is the final disposition of a man's echt 
a parting drink?" Everybody gave it up,“ Because,” announ,,.} 
the scoundrel, triumphantly, * because it's his Inst will, lust swat 
we!” And amidst a rapid discharge of pewter tankards he Male 
his escape. *,° be 


Tanner, Have you heard that Miss Flightly has married yoy, 
Lightleigh? A very suitable marriage, und 1 should think t,.. 
will be very happy. 4 

Spanner, Why her mother told me that she had thrown hers: 
away. 7 

Tanner, Ah, yes; but you know what it is when a woman tri-g 
to throw. Led 7 


At midnight, when our loudest enore 
Upsprings from underneath the sheet, 
How deftly o'er our bedroom floor 
The burglar steals with noiseless feet, 


But of such stealing reck we not : 

Our furious rage, when morning lands, 
Is simply caused by thought of what 

The burglar steals with noiseless HANDS ! 


s 
First Reroltcd Daughter, What sort of a book is it, dear? Is it 
Eitund Hetelted Davghter. Oh, decidedly! Ope | 
Secon: ere wgater. . dec iy: Ds U, ite 
new field on the sexual question ; but—er—— Piquite's 
First Rerolted Daughter, What, dear? 
Second Revolted Daughter, Well, it’s hardly a book a girl ouch 
to allow her mother to read, you know, 2 
Waggs. That shabby-looking Tittle man over there, now, you'd 
never take him fora man of rank. 
Wiggs (in surprise), Well—vo, I certainly shouldn't. Who cn 
earth is he, then? 
Waggs. Well, he's . cabman—see? 
[And once more the long-suffering Wiggs saw ihut 
it was a case of * sold again.” 


s 
ALAS! ‘twas ever thus, men were deceivers ever. Before 
marriage a Johnny will vow on his knees that a girl is “his Jif.” 
but you can safely bet anything you've got in the wide, wile 
world that it isn’t so very long after the ceremony that he'll b- 
telling her she'll be his death. - i 


s 
A Com poser ( ). What do you think of this, old man? 
4 Oo doat Boorbe| Excruciating!! Simply awful ''' 
A Composer, Oh, 1 thought it wasn’t bad for th 
to a comic song, 
Another Co-uposer, Oh, yes; but you didn't say it was fur s 
comic suug. Excellent, my friend. ost suitable and appropriate, 


Mra. Lazybones. 1 am glad that you have bought a wringin: 
machiue at iast, my dear, but why did you purchaze such a |.t:i- 
oue? 

Mr. Lazybonca, Why, my dear, the man told me that the larg + 
sizes really required a man to work them. 


e accombaninient 


Jones, Smith offered Inet night to lend me half-a-crown. li- 
must have known that [ didn’t want to borrow such a sun: as tu, 
Bron, Probably that was why he offered to lend it to you. 


s 
H1s mood was rough, and his tone was gruff, 
And an angry light flashed from his 
Eye., an he said : * Why read such stuff, 
As these cases of Breach-of-Promise!’ 


His wife, not heeding the baleful sneer, 
Replicd, with the prettiest traces 

Of candour : “ Because in this paper, dear. 
There are—NO Divorce-Court Cases!” 


SCENE—A sell-known Seaside Resort. 
Visitor, Yea, 1 do not dislike the view, and the air is exccllen': 
but—er—er—do you get good tish here? 
Landlady, Ol, yes. mum! We're on'y two hours from Loudvi, 
you know, and we gets it down fresh every day. 


s 
First Little Neighbour. Yah! your mother's got false teeth. 
Scoond Little Neighbour, Wotif shehas? Yourn’s got a false eye. 
First Little ‘Neighbor. And yours has false hair, too. 

Sceond Little Neighbur, That's nothing. 1 heard wy wother 


say that yours has got a false tongue. 


s * 
Indiqnant Client, Confound it, sir, how dare you describe the 
house as “high |v attractive.” why it’s a ruin, sir, nothing better. 
Auctioncer, Well, that’s all right, isn’t it; ruins are high: 
attractive to some people. *,° 


No, really. very old Subscriber, we would dearly like to oblige 
rou, we really would, but we are absolutely unable to tell sou 
whether a lazy baker may be correctly termed a loafer, You 


really ought not to ask such things, you know, it’s quite too bad of 
you—quite, se 
s 


Denis O Rourke, Shure, anid it's the wo-st of bad luck that's 
arene bin wid the bhoy ; his fate’s bin against him, aud that> 4 
aCe. 

Patrick Graily, Och. and ye don't say so! Faith, and 1 never 
knew the poor lad had anytiung the matther wid ‘em ! 


s _ 

Mre, Naburly. She is quite intatuated about that young fellow. 

She won't hear a word said against him. aie 

Mr. Sharpshins, Ah! deaf to his faults, Over head aud ears 1 
love. sd 


Ox a charge of maliciously wounding his brother, 
A boy of ten years in the prison-dock stood : 

And the magistrate said, “IT suppose you're another 
Made mad by the reading of stories of blood ! 


“No! no!" said the youngster, with agony riven, : 
* Don’t harbour so‘dreadful a thought, Fimplore ¢ 

For I swear that to bloodthirsty deeds Iwas driven, 
By—walking each morning through Keusing:on Gore 


= rad : = fy) 

Distressed Lndger, My dear fellow, I tell you it is simply ae 
the confounded fellow plays the bassoon in the very nexi root! 
me! Now, what.can possibly be worse than the bassvon- 

Sympathetic Friend, Nothing, I should say, old war, exccpt™ 
—except—— 

Ditiruen Lodger, recut what? 

Sympathetic Fricnd, Well, except two bassoons. 


READ 
THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF 


"ARRY TIGGIN AND FREDDY POGSON. 


Appearing Weekly tn 


LAR E. 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Saturday, August 31, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT DAWLISH. 


———— 


Ix the beginning of the present century a vast number of other- 
~~ sensible people used to read poetry. 
Young ladies had a habit of copying poetry intoa thing called 
an album, the 
piges of which 
were of 
various 
colours. There 
were, of 
eourese, 
persons called 
poets, who 
wrote the 
things called 
poetry that 
the young 
ladien copied 
into the afore- 
eaid albums, 
y and there was 
& person, 
about the 
worst of the 
lot, who was 


wl 


EAA LL eee Lt called a Poet 
VELA | ae LV AY Laureate, and 
Vie | Ze paid by Gov- 
y mM ernment to 
burst forth 


— sanually with 
an ode upon 
the occasion 
of a monarch’s 
birthday. 
: Poets nowa- 
days fill corners in comic papers or the advertising columns of 

wreons Who sell soap. 

“When this century was in its teens” there was a poet br the 
name of Dr. Downman, and Ma’s guide says that Dawlish “ is cer- 
tainly not a litte indebted for the reputation it has gained by the 
elegant muse of Dr, Downman, in his beautiful poem on Infancy.” 

The Dawlish of to-day is a verv pleasant little seaside place, 
without, as faras I know, 2 ey! gentlemen have a bathing 
cave and the ladies a bathing beach, and the parish church is a 
mile from the beach, 

You can have some charming drives in the neighbourhood, and 
the scenery is very beautiful. They have little pony carriages 
called “ midges,” that are very jolly if you like to drive yourself, 
and we girls had very soot time. 

1 strongly recommend a trip down the Dart, with which, Iam 
sure, you will be delighted. At Holne Chase may be found some 
magnificent river scenery. 

“The senson at Dawlish,” says a recent e-book, “is all the 
yerr round, but the place is more select in the winter, which is 
here so mild that geraniums may be observed in full flower climb- 


An accident, 


“Get your hair cat !* 
ing up many of the walls, especially in the Strand.” The Strand 


here, however, is unlike the Strand in London, where are the 
theatres and the Tivoli Music-hall. Dear old Strand, I wish | was 
back again in 4t. What on earth do we want to ramble about for 
from place to place this variegated summer is more than I can say. 
Yer still we urge on our wild career, and next week are bound for 
Teignmouth and then Torquay. 

Meanwhile the yacht Zadpule with its crew (one man and one 
boy) are within call, and [ am glad to eay discontent prevails 
aboard, Bob's notion appears to be that if he supplies the crew 
with dogs’ biscuits and beer that they should fish in the ocean for 
the remainder of their food. The man (who I believe has spent 
his life at the wheel of » penny Thames steamer) says give him salt 
junk. Salt junk, whatever that may be. not being easily procur- 
able at the local shops, Bob has supplied bacon, and the one boy ix 
wag all for eggs. Some at three a penny are being sent 

yard, 

W e have been having some good fun at lawn tennis, only, by 
accident, I gave poor Billy an awful oner on the nose with a back- 
handed blow from my racquet, on which the poor thing went round 
the corner and cried: And now he will never, he says, play with 
me any more, 

Poor Dook 
Snook does not 
seem to be very 
happy. We under- 
stand that he ean- 
not collect his 
rents, and is ex- 
cessively impecu- 
nious, The other 
day some little 
bors (little Daw- 
lish boys are not 
exactly up to date) 
were crying after 
him the chorus of 
the once popular 
song, “Get your 
hair cut!” 

The broken- 
down Dook 
couldn't, As he 
explained to us, it 
didn't run to it. 

We girla might, 
1 believe, almost 
enjoy ourselves if 
ay Were left to onraelvea to go drives, “3 bething. and go paddling. 
wet that Bob! That Billy !. That Snook! If men ouly knew 

in ‘un awful nuisance they were ! 

r Meanwhile, when it does not rin, the sun shiner, and the chil- 
aoe make sand-pies, and the papas read the newspaper, and the 
‘ ‘itumnas mess about with a bit of needlework, and the lovers «poun, 
and the tide comes in and gves out.and vresently it is dinner time, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


LOPER'’S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRI NM OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indige:- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
rs Se Dcuins Dies poe Wiad, Blotches on ag 

mp! ty, urbed } npleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female pol ete. 


SIX MONTHS’ INDIGESTION. 


Edison House, Terrace Road, Sittingbourne, 
July 30th, 1895. 


DEAR SIRS,—I feel it my duty to 
inform you how much I have been benefited 
by your Sloper’s Pills. I have suffered 
from Indigestion for the past six 
months, and I am pleased to say that I 
have derived much good from their use. 


I am, yours truly, 
HARRIET BOWES. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND 9}2 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN & Co, 
@® SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A WATCH OUT OF ORDER. 


IF there's one thing more than another that makes an English- 
man's blood fairly boil, it is to find one fine morsing that his 
watch has stopped and won't go again. He shakes the blessed 
thing, but concludes from the fact that it doesn’t rattle like a score 
of marbles in a coffee canister that it isn't the —_ that’s 
busted. Then he opens it and prizes the balance-wheel once or 
twice with a toothpick ; but, do all he may, he can't make the 
confounded thing run for two minutes ther. There's nothing 
for it but to submit to the inevitable. ith many a frown and a 
naughty cuss-word he takes it to the nearest watchmaker. 

It is generally believed, and the theory daily gains ground, that 
watchmakers in their apprenticeship are taught the art of acting, 
as well as that of re-joining hairsprings. The wily clock-fnker 
takes over the watch, opens it, jobs a bit of horn into his eye, and 
makes faces at the unfortunate chronometer that would scare cats 
off a roof at midnight. Presently, when he's done this, he smil- 
ing] asks you: 

“Why don’t you, when you undress of 2 night, put your watch 
down on the dreasing-table carefully, instead of swinging it three 
times | round your head and shying i¢ at the marble mantel- 
piece?” 

“1 don't,” you say. : 

“Don't, eh? Well, I haven't heard of any railway collisions 
lately. Were you wearing this watch when a brewers dray or a 
crowded tramcar ran over you?” 

“Never been ran over in my natural.” 

“Impoasible! Ah! I have it! You area married man, keep no 
servant. and your missia has to get up of a morning to light the 
fire. Excellent woman, doubtless; but you ought to try and per- 
sunde her that a silver chronometer is not the proper, thing to 
break coal with.” ; 

ba Hane it! I'm a single man, and nobody breaks coal with my 
watch.” 

All the man of mainsprings does is to shrug his shoulders incre- 
dulously. 

“If sou’ve not been run over, knocked down by a locomotive, 
collisioned off a steam roller, or dropped your waistcoat in a 
printing press, I can't account for the state of this watch. The 
very least I can charge you to straighten this will be eleven and 
sixpence, and then it'll take a fortnight,” 

“Well, vou must do it—that's all,” you say resignedly, and 


depart. 

Then the villain watches you turn the corner of the atreet, and 
with one putl of breath blows a minute purticle of biscuit-crumb 
from caiee the whang-cog (or whatever ita name is), hangs the 
watch up ona nail, and remarks to his shopman : 

“To be called for Tuesday week, Myerstein. 
Eleven and sixpence.” 


Name of Mugge. 


——— a 


TIPS AND TIPPING. 


THE pernicious custom of tipping is alarmingly on the increase, 
and where formerly we only gave a powrbeire to a civil waiter, it 
is now expected by almost every other tradesman’s assistant with 
whom we come into contact. Barbers are peels on the look- 
out, and a reaourceful Foane Sloperian scribbler found himeelf in 
something ukin to n quandary the other day. His chin needed 
lathering and scraping, and he turned into a tonsorinlist’s saloon 
in the Strand to get it done, The operation over, the “artiste” 
handed him his hat with “Pay at the desk, sir, please,” and stood 
with open palm. 

Our young man discovered he was in a difficulty, Ina suave 
way he asked to see the proprietor. 

“Sorry to disturb you,” he said; “but I'm in a bit of a fix. 1 
find I've coniv out with only threepence in my pocket. Now, shall 
I pay for the shave and dodge the operator, or tip the operator aud 
owe you for the shave?” 

Naturally the tradesman advised the adoption of the former 
course, and the Jittcratcur must never trust that barber with a 
hollow-ground razor in the vicinity of his shirt-collur again. 
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A TRAGEDY. 


-—-- 


SHE was still a remarkably good-looking girl, good-looking 
despite her brutal drunken husbind and the hardships of life ina 
travelling show. 

But there, it 
will be distinctly 
comforting to the 
rigidly righteous 
to know that she 
had brought it all 
upon herself. All 
the strictly moral 
inhabitants of 
Jessie's native vil- 
lage had always 
been of the 
unanimous 
opinion that she 
would come to no 
good, and it is 
to be doubted 
whether they were 
more shocked’ 
than delighted 
when she justified 
their prophecy by 
disappearing with 
a troupe of 
mountebanks who 
had been perform. 
ing at the fair. 

That was tive 

ears ago, and 

re was the show 
once more visiting 
the scene. Jessie cared little. The old aunt who had protected 
her was dead; other relations she had none, and her former 
acquaintances were not likely to show any marked anxiety to 
renew their intimacy. 

She strutted the little platform in front of the booth before the 
show commenced with an air of defiant bravado, What did she 
care how they stared or what they said? She was an honest 
woman, anyhow—she could show her marriage lines, and she had 
wronged no one by her action. Wait, though, who was that in 
the crowd staring hard with sad repronchful eves? Ino flash 
came the memory of the handsome love-sick lad, the boyish sweet- 
heart to whom she had pledged her girlish love. She blushed 
hotly as she met his gaze. For the first time she felt ashamed of 
her scanty fleshings, and, yes, perhaps she had not treated him 
altogether well. But he was aman now, and had doubtless long 
ago laughed at his early folly, and yet—how reproachfully he had 
looked at her, 

Late that night 

a boy slipped a 
wneilled note 
into Jessie's 
hands, and— 
well, yes, she 
kept theappoint- 
ment. Foolish 
perhaps, but. 
then, she had 
loved Jack in 
the old days,and 
she did want to 
hear what he had 
tu say. 

Poor Jessie! 
That meeting 
was to be the 
first and final; 
but it wasn't— 
by many. It 
whs sweet to 
wander in the 
well-remem- 
bered lanesagain 
—to hear once 
more the old 
impassioned 
vows; sweet to 
know that Jack 
had never 
swerved in his 
love. Dangerous 

pestime for 
peace of mind, but not half so dangerous as the gleam in the 
eyes of the man who, concealed behind some bushes, was an 
uuseen observer of a particularly tender interview. 
* 


A particularly tenier interview, 


The great feature of the show. 


°* a * * * 

It wae market day, and the place was full of visitors from the 
neighbouring villages. Most of them stayed on till the evening 
for the fun of the fair, and shot at glass bottles, knocked over 
coconnuts, and visited the various gaffs where hoarse-voiced pro- 
prietors held forth lustily upon the attractions to be found within, 

The great. feature of Jessie's show was the * Marvellous Knife- 
throwing Exhibition,” as the bills described it. The girl had too 
much confidence in her husband's skill to feel fear, but to-night 
an unaccountable nervousness seemed to possess her. Each 
thud of the weapons as they stuck into the wood made her 
flinch as she had never done before. Something, she knew not 
what, caused her 
to look suddenly 
into her hus- 
band’s eyes, and 
the forced stage 
smile died as she 
gazed, For it 
was discovery, 
hate, and murder 
she read there, 
and a scream roze 
to her lips. Be- 
fore she could 
give it utterance 
another knife 
fled from his 
hand—fled and 
buried itself in 
her breast. Ten 
minutes later the 
police dispersed 
the _ spectators, 
but Jessie lay 
back in the arms 
of the doctor— 


7 * * 

They brought it 
in “Accidental 
Death” at the 
inquest, with 1 
rider to the effect 
that such danger- 
ous exhibitions 
ought to be for- 
bidden. But there were two men who had been intimately asso- 
ciated with the dead woman, who had opinions of their own 
about the true facts of the case. Of these one suspected and the 
other kaew, 


Dead ! 


¢ 
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THE GOOD OLD-FASHIONED NIGGER AND THE 


SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'S OWN bi i. Tth Rare teeartne cle AND PLEASURE AT THE HELM. NEW-FASHIONED GIRL. 
: opine om row, YOUTH AT THE PROW, AN eee Save : roa 
Nor the Deal. roo iad foe A ae “You'll feel it much wus when we turn back.” They've taken to my bow cert in everything | 
0° Miss Sloper will be delighted to reeetve photographs from (hose DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIGNOR CARLO Coppi. 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 4 


ivy 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


(1) A. SLoveEr is a disappointe! man. He thonght of ce:ting a splendid interview A. SLOVER wishes to remark is that it was particularly ill-timed.. Business is busi- 
out of Signor Ooppi, the cclebratel Maitre dv ballet of the Alhambra; his friend ness, It was Business-Manager Douglas Cox, A. SLOPER'S old and tried friend, who 
Jacobi having coach] him up in the sudject, informing hiin how Signor Carlo hai told him that on no account were strangers almitted behind the scenes at the 
first appeared as a five-year-old Cupid iu nis native town of Romagna, how for eight = Alhambra, and arranged for the Eminent to hoodwink the stage manager by 


\ 


1B) cr) years he hail played the part of Primo Mimo in Tuscany, how for fourteen years he — appearing there in costume, remarking, “What can be more appropriate than to get 
~LDD) a PAR ION § UGA worked at the Scala Theatre, Milan, producing amongst his many renowned ballets —_ Bridges to give up his for the night and let you play Snout?” “Right! 

(Ong MY COTM: He ¥; (NI Ub4 the well-known Excelsior, etc., etc., eve, aud A, SLOP ER also intended asking Signor — responded A. SLOPER. ile the Eminent was waiting for Signor C. C. he thougit 

AOA COE = C.C. for the loan of the massy ring Sir Hal Irving presente! him with for his he would beguile the time by chatting pleasantly to a young person standing at the 


participation in the weird Brocken scene, to show to his frien.ls at the Sloper Arms, wing. “ My child,” he vegan (2) When up went the young person into the flies. 


and if Signor C. C. was not in any particular hurry for its retarn he inteniei She was one of the aerial ballet.—(3) Nothing daunted, his wandering eve reste! 


No. 406.—Miss Falta Liston. gre a wise on it, for hothday~making becomes — expanstre, especially with on acoryphee. Tripping up to her, “ Little girl,” said a) ie baie 
- a family ; Tootsie alone costs a small fortune, (J never told th: old Rip so—LoRd — Mile. Grigolatiz.as Titania, approached him. She smiled, he smiled, but saiden!. 
x Alas ! ‘tis sad to love and yet despair.’ ihe Dock Sneek. Bos.) However, it was not to be; but why the Maitre chose to stand in his own he found himself in utter darkness, Sumeone had shoved the asses head on him, aul 
Beloved, just one little word of hope. —Lord Bob. limelight, and crab a splendid advertisement, A. SLOP ER is at a loss to know; forhe by the time he hai got it off—about an hour and a half it took him-—everybody }-vi 
“I cannot live to know she is another's.” —TZhe Hon, Billy. assumes that what happeued was at his instigation. Ii it was intended fur a joke, all eft the theatre but the firemen. Disgusting, wasn't it? 
THE THISTLE INN OBLITERATED. 
———-— = £ 
SSS = i 
7 Ly 5 * = 
OUALL IT MAY Consaan i 
OB «WT Known THAT # 
Tue FLDER MA NAS a 
Wave FOR §VER, | a 
}RENOUNCEO WHUSKY pee 


| ANO VOU @bb HAD 
Berrea 20 THE SAmeE 


ewe  Quncare mt MAD 


ag - 


(1) McNab has turned over a new leaf. “No more whusky for me” is now his motto; and (2) Previous to which he had brought forth (3) And McBung said, “I thought it wid cum tae this sum day, when the devil took intae 
tered the MeB a placard to this effect. his head to become a saint.” 


~~ 
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u-may- be + [m-.7o8- ed 


5 rO-« 
gh bouré 


oor: Na 


By fins = 
mired, tke “Charwomarw: Wery - We -a- Whale 


S Char J 
OUR WEEKLY WSHIRLIGIG. 


Yes, the weather is a trifle sultry, ‘tis true, but a good many of uscan stand it. Weare used  Whu's reign, I hope, will not be bricf:—Excitable when in the whim, A frightful bother cansrs 
to it—or shall be on some future cccasion. in the meantime, just smack your lips over the Zim :—‘ From monkeys we do all descend,” Quoth Edmunds, who tries to defend :—A larqish whale 
nbove collation. Now to business :—On private grounds he doth encroach, And gets pulled in hy in Greenwich Reach, Was lately found upon the brach.—Lord Wolseley is a lucky dog; without 
ony roach: — Unweleome quests, without « doubt, And rather awkward to turn ont :—“The doing hal€ as much work as A. SLOPER, he is promoted to the position of Commander-in-Chief of 
Devil asks me tv clope,” Quoth Mary, “and with him I slope” :—All hail to Wolseley, soldier chief, our Army. The Kmineut, though, is biding his time.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. 


LONG DRAWN OUT. 
“T say, old man, I don’t think it's very polite to go to sleep 
wien I'm just in the middle of a story.” “Oh, it's all right ; I 
should huve awoke before you got to the point.” 


Rirdie, Papsy, I wish you'd take me where you went last 
night. I am so fond of fairy stories ! 

Parent (taken aback}. Why, wha—what yer mean ? 

Birdie, Well, I heard mummie say it was all fairy tales where 
you said you'd been! 


A “HEAVY” SWELL. 


Boatman, Roat, sir ? Dramatist, What do you think of my new play, ola man ? 
boarding-house Major, Boat? What d’you take me for—a “I told you we should find this a beastly expensive place.” “Why, my dear Charlie, how can you say Candid Friend, Best thing you've ever done. ; 
day tripper? Do J look the class of man who wants a boat? eo? You declared there was nothing to do here but smoke!" “ Well, that’s just it! These weeds cost Dramatist, Why, the villain’s character is so true to life that 


man (insinuatingly). Barge, perhaps ? half-a-crown a-piece |” every line in bis part is actually stolen. 


278 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


AN eminent French physician recommends that the “knicker- 
bockers” should be adopted by the fair sex generally, as a garb 
conducive to 
health. He asserts 
that the common 
or garden order of 
ekirt is an excel- 


lf this medico's 
views are adopted 
in Eagene the 
ecene in Picca- 
dilly and Regent 
t will be both novel an interesting. 


Valkyrie ITI, has arrived safely nt 
New York, and very shortly now the 
struggle for the America Cup will thrill 
the whole yachting world, and interest 
Licogrye ee _— —_ ite 
w ey 't know rom 
the booms, are keenly anxious for the 
success of their respective countries. 
Both the competing boats are new, and 
have been built specially for the con- 
test, which it is not an exaggeration to 
any iq attracting almost world-wide 
attention. “0 


line thing fer the pinger-becr indestey, 
ne thing for ger- in . 
the Hon. Billy of course being espe- 
cially active in the consum of that refreshing beverage. 
Unfortunately, the Honourable has made rather a pig of him- 
sclf lately, and his medical adviser has now limited him strictly 
to three dozen bottles per diem, : 


s 

SoMEBOpY or other ought really to tell the Shahzada that 
England has had more than enough of him. He was invited for 
six weeks, but he looks like stopping six months. Savage that he 
ix, he cnn't see that he has long cutstayed his welcome, and, mean- 
time, the pretty little sum of a thousand pounds a week is being 
mid for house rent alone, tosay nothing of maintenance, all of which 
will, of course, come out of the British taxpayer's pocket. He was 
our guest and we treated him well; he has now developed into an 
intolerable nuisance. ee 


THE programme at the Palace Theatre of Varieties is at present 
immense. Mr. McGooseley sampled it only the other evening, and 
has done nothing but talk of 
it, together with the excellent 
Scotch whisky which can be 
obtnined at this establish- 
nent. °° 


THE Eminent has this day 
conferred the “Award of 
Merit” upon W.G. EDDOWEs, 


* Feyther,” gaaped the Ceru- 
lean-Orbed Roller, “this is. 


wes 
ought to ‘ave ‘ad it ‘afore. 


nut 
with Nonsoresntion © “ye night 
youcame such a’a c 
on the Olympian Club Skating 
Rink. The yells that came 
from that hole in your face I 
shall never forget as long as 
1—” But ALLY wasn't 
taking any, and » handy sauce- 
pan-lid whirled through the 
air and alighted gracefully on 
the tenderest portion of "6 
anatoiny. *° 


THE prettiest Artist's Model 
in London is at present on view at the Lyric Theatre. She can 
be interviewed between the hours of 8.15 P.M. and 11 P.M. any 
evening in the week, *° 


THE rumour that the “plunger” who has latterly ap) on 
our race-courses is the Hon. Billy in disguise, ia utterly devoid of 
truth. Billy has never been a spendthrift, chiefly because he has 
rarely had more than two shillings and sixpence in his possession 
at one period. *° 


THE blackberry crop will be an exceptionally heavy one this 
year, and an abundance of prime old crusted port at something 
about one-and-three will be obtainable in time for the Christmas 
hampers. «,° 


Ip Messrs. Owen Hall and James T. Tanner's new musical farce, 
Ail Abroad, is not remarkable for the lucidity of its plot, it is, 
at anyrate, 
likely to 

the 


v kind], 
to this fone 


Model, and 
other kin- 


dred pieces. 
All doroad 
abounds in 
smart say- 
ings, good 
songs, funny 
business and 
pretty faces, 
the music is 
what such 
music should 
be, _ bright 
and tuneful, 
and a career 
of genuine 
success may 
be very cou- 
fidently anticipated for the new piece at the Criterion. 


Ld 
A DAILY paper warns cigarette smokers that a very inferior 
brand of Turkish tobacco is being largely imported into this 
country. Hus our contemporary only just awakened to this fact. 
We thought it had been public knowledge for years. 


~~ 
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WITH the return of the fine wenther, the ? seaside resorts 
which surround our coast are filling rapidly —the cry, in fact, 
among the lodging-house 
keepers is, “ What shall we 
do with our visitors?” To 
which A. SLOPER would 

“Fix ‘em up in 
the back garden, or let ‘em 
sleep on the sands.” 


THE Mildewed Fabric for 
. = time Lemp brass 
ying Army ing 
under pated has. WU. 
Morgan, of the London 
Irish R.V. He has just 
learnt that --- e=m—-- 
reads SuLoper. This is 
most gratifying to ALLY, 
and the one object of his 
life now is to be able 
to flash from the roof of 
“The Sloperies” to Mrs. 
Sloper at Mildew Court the 
words, Detainsh in the 
City—home early —per- 
t 


Mr. J. BukNS, it seems, 
ia a pugilist as well as a 
politician. Before long we shall doubtless hear of him issuing a 
challenge to fight Corbett for the championship of the world. 


Mr. McNAB represented A. SLOPER at Windsor races last week 
and lost everything he possessed, even to his kilt. 


e 
THE New Woman has appeared in costume on the moors this 
year. She shot nothing, ‘tis true—not even a gamekeeper ; but aa 
she was cold-shouldered by nearly all the sportsmen present, her 
experience could hardly have been a happy one. 


s 
A CONTEMPORARY aseerts that the handsomest man on the front 
bench of the House of Com: is the Home Secretary. When 
A. SLOPER returns to his political duties the newspaper iu question 
will probably alter itstune. «6 « 
s 


Iv anyone wishes to obtain a striking refutation of the fallacy 
that there ix nobody in town, let him turn into the Empire any 
evening. No cooler lounge is to be found in London, and the 
show is what the Empire s ows always are—first-rate. 


THERE was a sound of revelry by day in the charming and 
a grounds attached to Mr. Lipton's suburban sary Lever 
n e 
clerical 


outing 
and sports of the Lipton employés, who journeyed by special train 
and brakes to their chief's aocan at Oneid pies Southgate, and 
from early morn till dewy eve were en ned in a lavish and 
 asers manner. The sports passed off excellently, as did the 
uncheon, dinner and tea, by which they were agreeably interrupted 
at intervals. It wasa occasion—great as the name and enter- 
prize of the gallant an: courteous host. 


s 
No reliance is to be placed on the statement that the Dook 
Snook is about to bring a libel action against Larks ! for certain 
expressions cast upon his financial condition by our champion 
ha'porth. Asa matter of fact Snooky would be only too glad to 
the affair out of court for five bob and drinks, but it is 
extremely doubtful whether he'll ever get that. 
» 


s 
THERE is some talk of presenting the Duke of Cambridge with 
a fitting testimonial on the occasion of his retirement from 
the post of Commander-in-Chief on November Ist. If it were not 
80 inexpensive, a gold-mounted umbrella would be the most 
appro} souvenir that could be thought of. 


s 

WITH September lst the shooting season ot be eaid to com- 
mence in real earnest. It is only the swells who get a chunce at 
grouse, but to most i 
of —— lovea gun, 
partridge ing is 
as to which we 
look forward with 
keen anticipation. A 
thousand pities that 
it should every where 
be ®@ more 
expensive amuse- 
ment almost yearly, 
for the whirr of a 
rising covey is de- 
licious m to the 
enthusinst. Laoag ye 
big nobs, if you like 
r) tobe ppeeasines 
slaug resulting 
from your big drives, 
but. give us a few 
days over dogs in 
the early part of the 
season with a fair 
amount of cover, 
and, bless you! it ix 
the very cream of 


THEgrent northern _ 
race between rival me Wyre 
railway companies is . 
an interesting spectacle: of course. Why on earth, though, do not 
the directors throw some of their superfluous energy into their 
suburban services? It is rarely the avernge Cockney can travel to 
ae sien although it only lass about eight miles out, much under 
the hour, 


(Saturday, August 81, 1905, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs 


A CALENDAR POR THK Week EXtiNe SePTEMEER TTM, Asys 
Pp’ ber, 1879.—The Daily Telegr, , ia 
says: “The body of a young lady wal renee ric i 
yesterday for burial under somewhat romantic circumstance Betti 
day of her interment was the day which had been originale Pie 
for her marriage, and her friends complied with her diiny . 
that she should be drawn to the grave by the horses whic est 
engaged to convey her to church. To the catafalou,. + 
were accordingly attached four greys, whose heads meee sb \" 
with floral rosettes of white and red geraniums, and the cotti, | 
covered with © white and amber silk pall, The carriages a, 
followed were private vehicles, instead of the usual Tiong 7 
coaches, and were also drawn by pairs of grey horses cay, ‘le 
similarly to those which drew the hearse.” Sela 


2nd September, 1338.—Edward IT1. Pe 
by the Emperor at Coblents with the title of hie invest: 
refused, however, to kiss the Imperial toe. ee th 


3rd tember, 1862.— Madame Aurio i 

retin elon ind i a age lean err 
ance in let o Pent. 
Stead his first iden of The Perfect Cures ne™ Must have given 


4th September, 1819.—It was to the British Review 1 
Byron mee the name of “ My Grandmother's Review a ne 
‘or fear some prudish readers should grow skittix 
['ve bribed ny “Grandmother's Review,” the “ Be ishe" 
Isentitinalettertotheeditor * * «* «+ ', 
Who thanked me duly by return of post os 
And if my gentle muze he please to roast, 
All I can say is that he the money. 
= po __n —Don Juan, 1. 209-210 (1819), 
is appears to have given great offence to Roberts, ' 
of the British Review, who took the matter literally: gw 
satirical and somewhat scurrilous article, in which he terms" lu, 
Juan” a “ pestilent poem,” and strikes at the author right and !:(: 
This article brought an answer from Lord Byron, which wi 
published in the Liberal, entitled, “ Letter to the Editor of ‘\\y 
3randmother's Review,’” beginning “ Dear Roberts,” and sizanj 
“Most truly yours, WorTHY CLUTTERBUCK. Little Pidlingtun,” 


5th September, 1569.—Edmund Bonner, walled 
“Bloody tenner,” died this day in the Marstclaee price, ra 
he had been committed bs Queen Elizabeth, after having hin 
a Sosa at 1. by — a. a was buried in 
G ‘8 ure! in the i 
epigraw was attached to his monument : pee 
If Heaven be pleased when sinners cense 
If Hell be Le when duners cater in, ba ae: 
If Earth be pleased when it hath lost a knave. 
Then all are pleased! For Bonner's in his grave. 
6th September, 1760.—Shakespeare's mulberry tree. x 
Stratford-on-Avon, was this day cut down. Its spreadi che 
covered a square of twenty yards, ation 


%th September, 1533.—Queen Elizabeth, the daughter o 
lies er ot day. as 1598, at Sica ect 
“ whenever she turned her face, as very bou 
fell down on their oon roe orien stone reo he 


— eee 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF WHEELING. 


1. 
WHEN por Je was Smith, he a bicycle bought, 
And, de ving the loud-yelling peeler, 
He “scorched " through the streets with the quickness 
of thought, 
And was proud of his work as a wheeler. 


But he now doth in conjugal servitude fret ; 
And, three hours every day, a young squealer 
He carts through the streeta in a large buassinette, 

And he loves not his work as a wheeler ! 


II, 
When wealthy was Brown, he a bicycle bought 
From the highest-class bicycle dealer ; 
And the he broke, aud the triumphs he wrougit. 
Made him proud of his work as a wheeler. 


But Brown by-and-by into poverty fell 
And (to save him ming & stealer) 

A brick-laden barrow he now doth propel, 
And he loves not his work as a wheeler! 


CHEERING THE REJECTED. ; 

His particular chum noticed that there was a depressed air 
about him; he drank his half-tankard of stout-and-bitter atthe 
luncheon interval quite sadly, nor did he show any alacrity to turn 
_ bla the hands of the office clock called attention to the wir 
of closing. 

* Charlie, old chap,” said the chum, as they walked suburbwiri: 
al Gracechurch Street, “ you've something weighin’ on sour 
mind. What is it?” ~ 

“ Bill, old man,” replied Charles, “the little tart that I fell in 
love with down at Margate—I think I've told you about her—has 
chucked me over; that’s all. I daresay 1 shall get over it In ye:'s 
to come : but it's hit me pretty hard for the present. f 

A bright light came over the face of the boon companion. and 
he grasped the hand of the unsuccessful lover. rn 

“Charles, my boy,” he said enthusiastically, “you must not be 
allowed to brood over this thing. You must be taken out of svur- 
self, ns it were, and I'm the man that's going to see to it. I sup- 

there's no chance of the girl changing her mind? 
“Not the slightest. In fact, 1 believe she’s already engaged to 
oF eer wall, then ; } thing to I won't even let sou 
Very wel en; leave everything to me. I won en Jel) 
think about her, and all souvenirs of the love that didn't 12 
out proverly, shall be destroyed. Got any of her photographs. 
teen 


“They shall be burned this very night. Love-letters’ 7 

“Four hat-boxes-full.” sothing 

“ We'll set ‘em ina blaze at the bottom of the garden. Nothing 
may remain that can in any way turn your thouzhts in the dire: 
tion of the false one. By the way, supposing, instead of rele 
you, ode accepted you, had you got an engagement rin: 

ive her?” - Sea 
© “No; but I'd saved up and set apart five sovereigns with whicl 
to buy one.” maleate: 

“ Just 20. Now, they'll only remind you of her; so you d om 
for the present, at any rate—hand ‘em over to me, and by its i 
you've forgotten her I shall have run ‘em into a hundred. te 
of three absolute certainties at Doncaster, and I shall just pores : 
winnings down on a dark ‘un I've been told about for Wi 
Cesarew——" Me 

Biff ! bang !! bump!!! The overwrought feelings of the Peja 
man couidn't stand euch mighty interested propositions " ee 
and, though the crowd of pedestrians cried “Shame: * ete 
Charles did not leave his prostrate fue on the asphalte of Lo 
Wall until he had kicked it full and sore. 


Se 
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gaturday, August 81, 1885.) 
PEERS’ PEERLESS BABE:LETS. 


one ic Baby Show recently held, certain Infantile Scions of 
car ap Aristocratle ie Lotses took Lign houours.) 


eee 1. 
= Lo! 4ere’s » chance for our 
tye Sew 8 4 y mu) | Nobility, sae 
ab aN v3 5 with malady ng-to- 

ese Cee Mid peers 


Bee ie Here is offered them full 
(he U LES facility : 
SS oe ens How to earn fame and prizes 


too, 

Many a peerlet oft makes but 
a Gabs-show, 

Flutt'riug and 
frivolling 
round the 


start (like the 
New Swell 
Baby Show) 
Exhibitions to 
gain renown! 
Thus in each town 
Care they may 
ze drown, 
And pile up fat prizes 
with rich renown. 
It. 
For instance: young 
peerlets and such of 


the “chappie” sort 
Might soon exhibit (intent on Fame), 
The Glossiest Hat of the Mashingest nappy sort— 
The Highest Collar—the Hookiest Cane— 
Or for Cuff-shooting Prizes they'd eagerness maybe show 
(First pri iamond eolitaires). 
These shows are no sillier, sure, than the Baby Show 
With which our swagger folk soothe their cares. 
These seem strange affairs 
That Fashion prepares, 
But poor Peers must have something to socthe their cares. 


—— 


THAT FAIR CYCLIST. 

Snappy! Well, even that was hardly the word for it. Charlie 
had come across @ good many neat things in lady cyclists in his 
time, but this was really the very tastiest of the lot. Such eyes! 
such hair! such a form! such—well—er—legs! for did not the 
rational and extremely neat costume worn by the divinity reveal 
to Charlie's appreciative eye those shapely outlines of which in the 
heskirted dameel we can oa guess the existence! It was almost 
dusk, and Charlie was just lighting up the lamp of his bike for 
the long homeward journey 
when, with a sharp ting-a- 
ring-a-ring of her bell, she 
flew past him at racing 


speed, 
Sut Charlie had seen 


had a flying start. and for 
the first mile or two Charlie 
could not gain upon her, and 
at the end of five had 
scarcely reduced her lead. 
Ne bent his back to it: he 
strained every nerve until 
the sweat poured from every pore; but come up with her 
he couldn't. Charlie was on his metal; to be beaten by a 
woman galled him; and though he was already nearly cooked, 
he stuck manfully to his task. Darkness drew in, and for a time 
he lost sight of her, but, turning « corner, he was just in time to 
ree her leap upon her machine, having apparently stopped to light 
her lamp, On they went again, manly scudding over the dusty 
road, mile after mile, at breakneck speed, until Charlie was almost 
fainting with fatigue, when—crash! smash! and his machine, col- 
liding with something iu the path, brought its rider to earth. 

It stunned him at first ; but in a few minutes he sat up, half- 
dazed, to find a young fellow in knickerbockers bending over him. 

“See wot comes of racin’,” said the stranger, sagely. “ Didn't 
you see that there tree-stump?” 

we mone ! tree-stump! Who are you?” asked Charlie. p 

“Well, I like that,” said the stranger. “ Ain't you bin trying 
to race me since you came on me just now, a-lightin’ my lamp: ” 

“You! LT thought it was a girl—a lady—er—”"” 

“Well, there was one passe me just afore you came on me— 
goin’ like steam, too. Eh? Wot say?” , 

but Charlie's exact expression was utterly unfit for publication. 

ae 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 51.—Tus NuMBER ONE GIRL (ISLINGTON). 


I envy the man 
who has heaps of 
wealth, 

While drudging 
am I, and slav- 
ing; 

I envy the man 
who has perfect 
health 
While 1 am with 
toothache rav- 
ing. 

] envy the man 
who has eyes— 
enough 
To elude and to 
dodge a dun ; 

I envy the man 
who is wise— 
enough 
To be careful of 
“Number Oue.” 


I envy a man who 
a brewery keeps, 
He can gargle his throat so cheenly . 
Tenvy the min who composedly sleeps 
While his babe at the moon bays deeply. 
T envy the man who has ne'er had cause 
A cantankerous wife to shun ; 
Tvuvy the man who. from lottery, draws 
The prize that is Number One. 


Tenvy—I envy—'twould ne’er be guessed 
What a host of envyings till me: 

Bur one certain man does, beyond the rest, 
With invidious thoughts instil we. 

ve he sinner or saint, be he small or great, 
How I envy that mother’s son 

Who'll, sooner or late, have the bliss to mate 
With the girl at the “ Number One"! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


———— 


814 REGENT STREET, Loxpoxs, W., 
August 15th, 1895. 

DEAR ALLY,—Need hardly say how gratified and pleased I felt 
when I beheld the prow announcement and my name in perrint !!! 
But it is not in human nature to be satisfied, and my nds, when 
celebrating the honour in Scotch, etc., are of opinion that there is 
a pension of £1000 a year, and the diamond insigna of the F.O.8., 
and other little tritles hanging to the appointment. Still, my views 
are more humble, and I shall be content with the usual warrant of 
appointment, which I intend to have framed and hung in my 
surgery, and to hand down, as a family heirloom, to generations 
as yet unborn. May the shadow of your nose and umbrella never 
grow less, Yours, Epwarp Nose y, F.OS., L.D.S., Eng. 

P.S.—1n view of the box of pills so kindly sent by Messrs, 
etn ei oa may not one address you as their Guide, Pill Offerer 
and Frie 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
INTRODUCTION. 


ly, Septimus, please,” she said. “You know 

aaa well 1 suid a dia , not a dairy. You've no vocation, you 

now, and you really ought to have something to occupy some of 

your time. People who know you are constantly asking me 
whether you don't think a little too much.” 

“ Perhaps they have noted my rather absent expression, aunt,” I 


said. 

“No doubt,” said my aunt.“ But about the diary, Septimus. I 
really wish you would doas I say. I feel sure you would tind it 
both instructive and beneficial. It would improve your health, 
dear ; it would be a friend—a companion to whom you could con- 
fide your inmost thoughts, and eo relieve the constant brain- 
ee, which I feel sure is eo bad for you. Most great men keep 

iaries, Septimus, The world always likes to know what its great 
minds thiuk—and they are 60 useful to one's biogra her, too.’ 

had never thought of the matter in this light before: but. as 
l've nlready said, 1 believe my aunt is a woman full of ideas, and 
1 told her accordingly I would do as she desired. I always obey 
Aunt Keziah when possible ; in fact, it was an understood thing 
when I came to live with her that I was to conform to the rules of 
her household and be guide: by her worldly experience. I haven 
comfortable little income of my own, and when Aunt Keziah is 
called hence I expect to inherit hers: but, having been left an 
orphan at a very early age, it was considered advisable by my 
guardian that [ should not take up my residence alone. As my 
aunt very rightly says, the temptations which beret the path of the 
young are many, and even the wisest may fall a victim to the 
aubrle snares of the Evil One. : 

The next day I went into a big etationer’s and enquired of the 
young lady behind the counter if they kept diaries. 

“What sort of a one do you want!” she asked, “anything like 
thia do? this is sixpence.” ; 

“ A book of that description will be of no use to me,” I said, “I 
require a volume in which to record my thoughts.” = 

Oh ! then I think a penny one will be large enough for you, 
she said, and a rude young man who had been talking to her over 
the counter was unmannerly enough to laugh, though I really 
could not see what at. 

But in the end the young lady said, now she came to look at me 
again, she thought I'd better have one made for me, with a lock 
and key to it jn case any of my idens got loore. So] gave her the 
order, and the came_home at the end of the week, a ponder- 
ous one, with Septimus J. Tileloore emblazoned thereon in gilt 
letters. My aunt was delighted, and that was how I first came to 


write my diary. 
y (To be continued nezt week.) 
eR oe 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 10.—THE SaD-SOULED SONNETEFER. 

Ye maids and ye men, whe have fied from the roar 
Of the live London streets, for a fortnizht or more, 
And who dance on the shore, or whe prance on the 

Or who fondly philauder upon it, 
Pray lay for a moment your merriment by, 
And sigh me a soft eympathetical sizh 
For the fate of the Bard of the Woe Ese 

Who is penning this sad Seaside Sonnet‘ 


The care-killing ennd-heap I'd gladly augment 
With a spade—and a feeling ef perfect content ; 
The strength-giving uzone I gladly would scent, 

And the bathing-rohe, gladly would dun it. 
On the beach, at long length, | am yearning to lie, 
And to gaze, as 1 laze, on the bonnie blue sky, 
And to say to myeeli, “ I'm #0 happy that I 

Can iadite a right good Seaside Sounet !” 


But my wife (though to own it, perhaps, is high treason) 
Has felt such a passion of fashion this season, 
She's spent all my money sans rhyme and sans reason— 
New dresses, new jewels, new bonnet ! 
So, my sea-viewing friends, let your faces be glum, 
As ye think how these wil welleg Greees come 
From a dreary dull room in a loro ndon slum, 
Where I'm scrawling my ead Seaside Sonnet ! 


_———— 


PERVERTED PROVERBS. 

“Never kick a poor man from your door.”| Not much! You 
pay the police to do all odd jobs of that sort, because you find it 
safer. The last poor man you kicked from the door may have been 
an ox-chamyoe pugilist, who returned your kick by bushing your 
nose toa e 

a Bleswed =o the poor in spirit, for they shall inherit the king- 
dom.” There's _a gleam of future comfort about this—if you can 
only grasp it. In the meantime the rich-in-spondulicks appear to 
inherit the nicest bits of the earth, and the poor-in-spirit are doing 
gardening and whitewashing for ’em. ne 

“Do unto others as you would have them do unto you.” This 
tukes a bit of living up to. It is especially hard on the man who 
knows how to turn the Wied over when the other feilow has 
called heads or tails. Indeed, well bet that he can’t obey it. 


shore, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 


A JOuLy Miller: Joe the jest-book writer. . 

“Rana Avis In Terry's”: A man named Mr. Bird watching The 
Prude's Progress. ss 

MEDIUM'S Mystic Motto from the Monodrama of “Maud”: 
“For Nature is one with rapine renin ) ie oe 

Wuy is the letter P like six-pounds-tive? Because it’s a quarter 
of a “pony.” P 

RATIONAL Dress: Taking your biggest overcoat to business, 
when the Meteorological Report says it's going to be a tine day. 

Wuat's the difference between the Advanced Female and an old 
dame who keeps a paper-stall? New Woman ; News Woman. 
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A FATEFUL BUNKER. 


(A Stony or THE Go.Lr Course.) 
cei 


CHAPTER XII. 

It was the night of the Golf Club's conversazione and dance at 
Porteea. It wasa bright scene, but by no means brilliant. The 
Portsea course was 
not yet a fashion- 
able one, and, 
as @ consequence, 
the annual dance 
did not attract 
fashionable society 
from a distance. 

Miss Templeton, 
senior, was there, 
and, of course, #0 
also was Miss Tem- 
pleton, junior. The 
venerable lady had 
scarcely recovered 
her temper in re- 
ference to her 
niece's absurd en- 
gagement to John 
8S. Stubbs, and she 
had resolutely set 
her face against 
countenancing 
that gentleman. In 
her heart she hoped 
that something 
might yet occur to 
advance Mr. 
Smith's claims,and 
she comforted her. 
self with the axiom that “there is many a slip between cup and lip.” 
Not that Mr. Smith had made any advances towards bea niece. 
Indeed, that —- still maintained the dignified reserve for 
which he had been noted when he arrived at Portsea, but Miss 
Templeton had seen his eyes light up with admiration when he 
saw Erminie, and the more reserve he showed the more Miss 
Templeton was convinced that he was some aristocrat who desired 
to be unknown. Mr. Smith and his friend were indefatigable 

Ifers-—earnest golfers, who played up to their best form every 

y, and mixed little with the others who frequented the links. 

She waa equally delighted when she saw her old friend Major 
Sabretache, retired. The gallant Major had faced the grisly god of 
war in all lands, had retired on a pension, and a grateful country 
had made him Her Majesty's Inspector of Police in a northern 
district, an occupation which he varied by occasional relaxations on 
the guif links. 

Miss = Tem- 
pleton at once 
decided that 
Major Sabre- 
tache must 
know Mr. 
Smith. They 
were both 
military like— 
they = might 
havo met, 

“Not many 
strangers here 
this —senson,” 
said the Major, 
after a littie. 

“No,’ anid 
Miss Temple- 
ton, “it is 
hardly the 
reason yet. 
There are 
some, how- 
ever —and 
here is one,” 
she continued, 
as Smith 
passed a tew 
feet away, and 
as he diu so, 
raised his 

Her old friend, Major Sabretache. hand in dis. 
tinct militury 
salute to the old officer, who gave him a slight nod in return. 

“Oh! you know him,” she said.as she noticed the unmistakerble 
gesture. “I was sure he is a military man, whenever | saw hi.” 

** Was a military man,” said the Major, dryly. 

“Wasa ag ge A man! Then he has retired?" 

“Yea, yes: I did not know him when he was in the army,” 
added the Major. “I have met him frequently since, however.” 

“Ah! no one knows him here; he has been quite a mysterious 
stranger here,” said Miss Templeton. 

“Quite so; he aps ers it to be that way. You see, he is 
a ——” and the Major dropped his voice discreetly. 

“A—,” said Miss Templeton, in an awed whisper. 
“Yes, I believe he is here merely for the golf. Of course, I trust 
you will say nothing about it.” 

“Oh!” said Miss Templeton, as she gazed in the direction of 
Mr. Smith, and waved her fan with energy. 

“Ah, Stubbs, Bio here!" she heard Major Sabretache say a 
minute later, and she turned to see him shaking the commonplace 
ser Golfiag, Teuppose 2” said the Maj 

olfing, | suppose?” said the Major. 

“Somewhat poorly,” said John 8, Stubbs, with a shrug, as he 

passed on in search of 


XS x . 
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a partner. 


“You see, be ix a—." 


“Nice chap that Stubbs,” said the Major, to Miss Templeton. 

“ His people are in trade, I believe,” ssid Miss Templeton. 

“Not at all; father retired. Limited Liability Co—Stubbs and 
Co. Father, sheriff of Middlesex, made a baronet, and all that— 
Jack, heir apparent. Nice chap.” 

Mixs Templeton merely said *Oh!" When Erminie Templeton 
left the ball-room she expected to be severely talked to by her aunt 
for having danced five times with Mr. Stubbs ; but her aunt uttered 
no sound of repruach.—(7v be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. HIS PROPER PLACE. 


Vol. . 


No, 3'2.—Mn. VeRO 3nAw, F.O.S. 

“Tt is with extreme difliculty that we have been able to gather 
the following particulars concerning the career of the gentleman 
Who this week adorns our gallery, fur our hero is poasessed of that 
ttrong sense of modesty which is so noticeable a feature in the 


characters of the truly great. The following items of informa- L ue 

tion, however, have been reluctantly wrung from him, and with Ne. 1s your husband down with you ? 

them our readers must be content : Went to Harrow and playel She. Oh, dear, no! T have left him at home looking after the chickens aud the cat and poor mamma, who 

cricket unl football, Went to Cambridge and played cricket never likes being left alone. “LOOK OUT, SAL, I'M AFTER YER!” 


and rowed, temperel by regular nap paitrgs at Nowe 
Entered at Inner Temple, but preferred Fleet Street. Has 
written for over twenty years about horses and dogs in almost THE WORST MISTAKE OF ALL. 
every sporting paper from the Field downwards, and very 
nearly as long Vas done leaders and descriptive work for a 
London daily. Is the only known instance of a Fleet Street 
Seotsman whe dislikes the national beverage of his country— 
prefers ‘Unsweetened.’ Chiefly because he knows a thing or 
two about iorses aml dogs, he was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Sloper Award uf Merit’ presented to him Aprit 25th, 1891." 
—Debrett laproved. 


e 
= xe ( 
(1) “You appear to be wild, young man.” said the H (3) “And I suppose you drink a gool deal, sir?” 
rich uncle to the racketty nephew. “AuwItounderstand Mexican “Sh'd rather think 1 do. o!d boy; come aml have oue 
that you smoke a great deal?” a; the Bug and Glwepot.” “No sir, certainly not!” 
© Yvs,ohl man, T now combine the profession of undertaker and 
comic artist. Splendid line for racy jokes, you know.” 
ml 
i? Il 
| ea 
i) a 
ke 
“a 
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ered | ae ee ae 
—_-e (4) “ And, of course, you bet?" “You bet Ido. Ill (5) “ From what I understand , sir, are going head- 6) “That settles it for man; out yuu 
eee take you odds against Blue Betsy at once, if you like, long to ruin. Haven't you one jeeming feature in wa cohak oe will at once!” ret he did, too. 
——— What, not making a book ?” your character?" “Yes, Lolpery Oe have. I love my ( This was beastly hard, constdering that Annie Maria was 
GOs Annie Maria for herself, and not for her filthy lucre.” only @ pleasant little fiction invented for the occasion. 
<9 ie 
Anji 
Sat SHE CRIED OFF. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. HE'S S-MOCKING THE SABBATH. 
_— 2 
=| « 
leyitima 
TATA intervie 
was A, 


Awfully silly thing of the Honourable to go == 
proposing to a girl without first finding out The Rer. One. Can't I persuade you, my friend, to don your \ 
whether she were alrewly provided for. But Sunday clothes and go to church? ; ’ 

Maiden Lady, Can have this machine, my man? Billy always was rash, though there was really Parishtoner, Lor’, Parson, you can't be er great observer if 
- ; Bathing Man. Tu two minutes, wum; the geuts no need for the girl's husband to kick so con- you fail to see that the only Sunday clo’es that worry me bs a.m—] 
A GENTLEMAN OF “NO OCCUPATION. as clveps in it is jest getting up. foundedly bard. the Sunday clo’es-ing of the pubs. Up at this hor 
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